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been only to dream again of a roseate 
future. The future had come, and it was 
chill and grey enough. He could never 
cease to love Beattie, he imagined, but 
it was no longer right for him to carry 
her image in his heart, to think of her 
as he had done, since she was betrothed 
to another. But what put her farthest 
from him was the knowledge that she 
loved that other.

He sat still for a little while, watching 
with unseeing eyes the incoming waves 
on which the summer sunlight no longer 
danced so gailv. Mrs. Swannington 
was right, he thought. There was no 
advantage in his staying on at Crabsley. 
Yet lie would like to see Beattie once 
more, not necessarily to speak to her, 
but just to look at her whose face had 
been before him in so many lonely 
hours. He remembered what Mrs. 
Swannington had said as to her where
abouts. She might have returned home 
by now, but there was just a likelihood 
that he would catch a glimpse of le*r, 
though alas, not alone. He started up 
suddenly, and began to walk quickly in 
the direction of the cliffs. One or two 
people lazily sauntering on the esplanade 
turned to look at him as he passed. 
His set face and resolute walk, and his 
complete unconsciousness of his sur
roundings, seemed out of keeping with 
the general Crabsley atmosphere. No 
one was expected on such a summer'* 
day to do anything but flirt and dawdle 
and kill time with idleness.

But Mike had not gone very far when 
he saw her, and for a momeni his heart

almost stopped beating. The sun 
which was behind him was shining upon 
her, and she seemed to him like an 
angelic vision in her radiance and her 
white robes, with only the sky for a back
ground. At her companion he scarcely 
looked. What did he matter after all ? 
It was the sight of Beattie for which he 
hungered. For one moment there came 
to him the temptation to forget all that 
he had heard, to go straight to her and 
greet her as lie had often dreamed of 
doing ? But, unfortunately for himself, 
he did no such thing, lie drew to one 
side, and Beattie, who had been think
ing of him scarcely an hour ago, with 
feelings which, had he known of them, 
would have given him power to overcome 
any difficulties, now passed by in ignor
ance of his propinquity. If Mike had 
had any reason—and why should he 
have—for believing that Mis. Swan
nington was lying to him. it would 
probably have been dispersed when lie 
mw these two together : the man with 
his eyes fixed on the girl, and she 
apparently oblivious of all else but his 
presence, and looking l.ie picture of 
happiness and content. And yet, if he 
had not had a preconceived idea per
haps lie would not have seen anything 
remarkable in this. Why shouldn’t 
Beattie delight in her life on this beau
tiful day, with all things smiling upon 
her ? And was not one of her charms 
to Michael himself the way in which she 
threw herself into everything she did, as 
if at the time there was nothing else 
worth doing ?

So they moved past him, and then In- 
turned and stood watching them till they 
were out of sight in the winding way, 
and he went on alone till he came to a 
lonely spot, and there he stayed and 
fought a desperate battle with his 
miser)’ till the light had faded out of 
the sky and the sea was only a moving 
darkness.

But when the moon rose and Aunt 
FI la and her husband and the other 
two were driving away from Crabsley, 
Mrs. Swannington full of uneasy gaiety 
and eager to laugh and talk to her com
panions, he went qu'etly down the 
grassy path that led hi n back to the 
town. He walked slowly, for he was 
tired ; but there was a great peace at 
his heart. It is in the hours of trial 
and weakness that men learn the reality 
of those truth- which they have accepted 
and tried to live by for many years.

It was from that hour of wrestling on 
the lonely cliff with none but God to 
hear his prayers, that Michael dated 
the beginningof that conscious spiritual 
life which was henceforth to make the 
other life worth living. He had gained 
a deeper knowledge than had yet been 
his. and its memory would be his most 
priceless possession.

Marly the next morning he went away 
from Crabsley. " 1 seem fated to leave 
you in haste," he said, as he watched 
from the windows of the train the little 
village vanish from sight.

That very day Cecil Musgrove pro
posed to Beattie.

( To be continued.)

PRESENTATION DAY AT LONDON UNIVERSITY.

i:si I K D.x v beauty, 
wit, and fashion u- 
paired to Bucking
ham Palace to make 
obeisance to the 
greatest Oucen oil 
earth ; the Mall wa- 
crowded with car
riage-, from which 
looked bright - eyed 
debutantes, eager to 

take the first step into the world of fashion. 
To-dav, science and art are in the ascendant, 
and graduates—girls as well as men—in their 
Academic robes fill the theatre of London 
University, awaiting presentation to the chan
cellor of their alma mater.

The theatre—all too small—i- crowded 
The graduates of the year, with the flu-h «.f 
succès- still upon them, sit together, the girl 
“ bachelor- " for the most part young and 
pretty, the classic gown with tts flowing hood 
and the -tiff college cap, in stiange contrast to 
winsome faces and bright locks.

On the highest tiers are the friends, u-ually 
the fathers and mothers, of the graduates. As 
1 sit in the seat reserved for me and look 
around whilst awaiting the arrival of the 
chancellor and senate, 1 mentally contrast this 
occasion, when we are happy in our success, 
and the May sunshine streams in upon us and 
lingers lovingly on bright heads, with that 
gloomy October day which u-hered in the 
examination. Then we were worried and
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anxiou-, our face- pale, our hand- trembling, 
a- we eagerly took out paper-, quickly scanning 
them with practi-cd eye. -vurvhing for ques
tions we could an-wer ea-ily. Awe feel 
content ; we have won. W e are even ready 
to give up ea-e and pleasure and commence 
hard work again.

My meditation- are interrupted by the 
arrival of the chancellor and tin- senate. W'e 
all ri-e a- they conte in, Lord IIcr-chcll (the 
chancellor) in Court co-tumc, with robe of rich 
black -ilk, heavily embroidered in gold, walk
ing at the held with stately step, and we do 
not resume our -eat- until he takes the chair 
of honour and the other- sit near him on the 
narrow platform. Immediately in front of 
them sit those who present the graduate-— 
Mr-. Garrett Anderson, M.D., in black -ilk 
gown and college cap, Mrs. Bryant, D.Sc., 
in red robe with light silk facings, Frederick 
Taylor, M.D., Miss Hurl bat t, principal of 
Bedford College, and many more. The re
gistrar, who -it- to the light of the chancellor, 
then calls out the names of the undergraduates 
who have won prizes and exhibition-, and 
these are presented first, then the graduates.

(Juickly they come, the men cheering lustily 
the girls as they leave their places, each in 
answer to her name. Lord Herschell shake- 
hands with all a- they are presented, giving to 
each the diploma, daintily tied with green 
liblnin ; in a few cases medals as well. The 
medical women, in their blight robes, receive 
the most cheering, though the one lady D.Sc.

i- greeted with quite a -torm of applau-c, whilst 
the doctor- of law, in scarlet robes with bright 
blue facings, secure a goodly meed of praise.

It i- delightful to see so many women reap 
honours, and in truth they look sturdy and 
strong, fitting mothers for the next generation, 
able to educate their children in the fulle-t 
sense of the word.

When the last presentation has been made, 
the chancellor li-e- and begins his speech by 
heartily congratulating all those who have 
taken degrees and won distinctions. In well- 
chosen sentences he l>cg- them not to rest 
satisfied with their present success, but to be 
-purred on to greater efforts, ever having a 
higher end before them. Having touched on 
other matters relating to the university itself, 
he closes his speech with the fervcntly-ex- 
pressed desire that, whatever changes are 
made, London University will -till be as useful 
and of a- high repute as in former days.

Then Sir John Lubbock also offers hi- 
congratulations to us, and remarks how difficult 
were the examinations and how high the 
standard. Many <n them within the theatre 
would, lie said, in the future occupy high 
places in the world. He encouraged the 
students of law to work on, telling them that 
each one must ever keep liefore him as hi- 
model their own chancellor, the Lord Chan
cellor of England. A- for the scientists, 
worlds of undiscovered truths lay before them ; 
it was for them to probe and lay bare the 
secrets that would place the universe on ever


